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During one hour, we listened to the singing of an English woman; a bad voice, and what a method! I had never heard such singing.
And I remembered with indignation Faccioti, Tosti, and Creschi.
The walls of the parlor in which we found ourselves were all covered with portraits of the greatest artists known, and with the most affectionate dedications beneath them.
At last it struck 4, and the Englishwoman, went. I felt myself trembling and my strength going.
Wartel made me a sign which meant:    Come in!
I did not understand.
" Come in, Mademoiselle, come in!"
I entered, followed by my two companions, whom I requested to return to the small parlor, for they would intimidate me, and, in reality, I was very much afraid.
Wartel is very old, but the accompanist is quite young.
" You read music?"
"Yes, Monsieur."
" What do you sing?"
" Nothing, but I will sing a scale or a vocal exercise."
"Take, then, a vocal exercise, Monsieur Chose. What is your voice? Soprano?"
" No, Monsieur; contralto."
" We shall see."
Wartel did not arise from his arm-chair, but made a sign to commence. And I attacked the exercise, trembling at first, then enraged, and at last contented. For I did not take my eyes off the long, long, long face of the master. It was surprising.
"Ah, well," said he, "it is rather a mezzo-soprano that you have. It is a voice that can be raised."
" And what can you say of it, Monsieur?" inquired the ladies, entering.
" I say that there is a voice; but, you know, we must work hard. That voice is still young, and it will increase; in short,demic in the world can harm me.
